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lozenges, a compass* and a map until they got to
Portuguese East Africa* The demerits of the scheme
were obvious. But there was nothing for it in face
of the depressing vista of captivity, in which an
endless round of cards, chess, cigarettes* and con-
versation with the same companions in the empty
sunshine of Pretoria stretched out before him to
infinity* Sometimes an argument with Boer visitors
supplied a variation; and he was trying to resume
his reading with relays of English books from the
State Library. But Carlyle's Frederick the Gnat and
even Mill On Uberty are a poor substitute for active
life; and when he found himself confronting Lecky's
History of England in the Eighteenth Century^ it was
plainly time to go. Besides, the Boer authorities
persistently refused to entertain his plea that an
unarmed journalist (he had been unarmed except
for a few Mauser cartridges, when captured) should
be released as a non-combatant. In these circum-
stances there was obviously nothing for it but to
release himself. Leaving a slightly ceremonious letter
of farewell to the Ministry of War announcing his
decision to escape and expressing a polite hope that
they might meet again in Pretoria under different
circumstances, he paid his mess bills, cashed a cheque
for twenty pounds, appropriated a Dutch pastor's
hat, and waited for the night*

Their first attempt was on a Monday; and as the
afternoon dragged by, Professor Lccky never had a
less attentive reader, and his chess was never worse*
But after dark a sentry stood precisely where their
plan required no sentry to be standing* and the escape

84